BARBARIAN STORIES

of her sister's hair, then said: 'Mine, by that man of
yours, Soogal Sorsh - the curse of the spiked ear on
him! What do I want with a baby? - that time I was
here before. He doesn't know. But it might help
now.' She started humming a dance tune.

'YaniviP sobbed Lallek, ' Yanivi, forgive me! I used
to think I was better than you.'

'You are better at some things,' said the dancer,
'but not everything; I can dance better, though you
dance well.'

'You must be the best dancer in the world!'

'You've never seen me at my best; I wish you had.
When I'm rid of this I shall dance again; I have
thought of five new steps. I wish it was over and done
with, I'm tired of looking like a cow!'

But in one thing their luck held: Soogal Sorsh was
called away to his army and was there from the time
of the olive harvest to the time of fallen leaves. When
he came back Lallek was still lying in the great bed,
weak and thin-voiced, and the child was asleep beside
her; quickly he pulled the sheet away and looked at
the wrinkled, new-born head and the horn on its
forehead - his mark. He straightened himself and
stretched his arms, then looked down on mother and
child, smiling a little and saying: 'I'm glad; I could
not be sure. Now - our child!' He bent again and
touched it gently; then he took off the great opal from
round his neck and slipped it over Lallek's white,
heavy wrist.

But it was pretty to see how much Lallek cared for

74